"I wanted to talk with you a little," said Luc Jardie. "Little
brother Jean showed me the way. He's standing guard outside."

Gerbier continued to hold Jardie by the shoulders and his
fingers caressed the worn material of the coat.

"His jaws and eyes are still firm/' thought Jardie. "But he can
no longer make his half-smile.*'

Gerbier said at last,

"The last place where I saw you. Chief, was right on the rifle
range. I saw you among candles. You remember, the dinner by
candlelight when we were in London? I was running. . . . Because.
I ran like the rest, you know. ... I didn't want to sing as they
did because I had found a solution to death and I was thinking
of you. I didn't sing, but I ran. . . . It's lamentable. ..."

"I don't think it's lamentable to be a man," said Jardie laughing.

Gerbier appeared not to hear him. He let his arms drop and
continued,

"At the questionings, though, I had managed to hold on to
myself. It's true that I wasn't too badly handled. I think they can
sense matter that is not very vulnerable. Unless there is a sign
people carry around with them. Certain ones who use the most
extreme precautions are caught. And others, like the Bison or
your brother, always escape. . . . They have the sign. . . ."

Luc Jardie turned his gaze toward die solitaire laid out on the
table.

*CI know.... I know . .." said Gerbier.

He again rubbed his forehead and suddenly mixed up the
cards.

"At times I think prison was less stifling," he said. "There
were my answers to calculate. I looked for means of escape. I
listened to the others. I spoke to the guards. Here I live in a tiny
padded world. A wet, dark padding. Images and thoughts go
round in circles. There is the obsession of losing contact. I re-
member a communist in prison. Not the one in the rifle range.
Another one. He had been in hiding for a long time as I am. The
comrade, the only one he saw, was taken. No more contact for
weeks. It was worse than anything, he said. I know that with
us the partitioning is not so rigorous. I have thought a great
deal about the discipline of the communists. . . .'

"Gerbier, I should like to know one thing," Jardie asked in a
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